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These  poems  were  written  by  members  of  two 
poetry  workshops  I  taught  during  the  spring  and 
summer  of  1980  at  Massachusetts  College  of  Art; 
and  represent  class  exercises  and  assignments 
(e.g.  newspaper,  lottery,  dream,  childhood  and 
alter-ego  pieces) ,  as  well  as  self-motivated 
approaches  to  individual  voice. 

Many  thanks  to  Harris  Barron,  Chairperson 
of  the  Studio  for  Interrelated  Media,  for  his 
encouragement  and  support  of  this  endeavor. 
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Pamela  Gordon 


STAGE  FRIGHT 


So! 

You  want  me  to  sing. 

But  I  have  not  been  able  to  carry 
a  tune  for  years. 

Not  since  the  music  teacher 
who  had  spots  on  his  shirt 
gathered  the  fifth  grade 
around  the  piano 
and  one  by  one  had  us 
reach  his  "C". 

That  day  my  pitch  flew  away. 

Talent  scouts  who  peered 

into  the  basement  window 

from  the  neighbor’s  kitchen 

no  longer  heard  mother’s  musical  wonder 

singing  ’’Hello  Dolly",  "Man  of  La  Mancha", 

"Fiddler  on  the  Roof"... 

And  now  you  want  me  to  sing? 

I ’ d  love  to  be  up  there 

belting  it  out 

with  the  rest  of  you 

but  wait  ’til  I  open  my  mouth. 

I  have  a  solo? 

You  know  I  can  do  it? 

There  must  be  some  mistake... 

(They  are  going  to  stone  me. 

They  are  going  to  say, 

"You  misled  us.  You  misinformed  us. 

You’ve  ruined  our  project 
and  your  knees  shake. 

You  wheeze.  You  hiss.  You  snort. 

What  did  you  mean 

you  were  a  musical  comedy  star  at  ten? 
You  lied. 

You  can’t  back  up  your  phony  credentials. 
We  bet  you  can’t  dance. 

You  probably  smoke  cigarettes.’’) 

What  do  you  mean  you  already  billed  me? 

My  feet  are  too  big. 
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SURVIVORS  I^IVED 

(newspaper  poem) 


strangely  undeterred 
by  sidelines 
they  confided 

a  private  bliss: 

first- - 

lovers  victimized 
by  liaison, 
blighted  and  violated 
by  an  expert’s 
’’Nasty!  Don’t!” 

then 

a  common  trust 

traveling  upward 

to  frame 
survivors 

revived . 


HIGH  SCHOOL  LATE  PASS 
GYM  SHORT  BLUES 
(DREAM) 


Crying  for  my  pass 
a  monitor  chases  me 
through  tubes  that  somersault 
into  corridors 

where  I  discover  the  junior  class 
playing  jubilant  fiddle 
in  the  old  cello  room. 

I  hide  in  the  shrouded  stairwell 

and  sweat,  knowing  I  am  late 

to  my  locker  for  gym, 

with  my  dues  for  the  trip, 

for  the  bus,  to  class, 

with  my  college  applications... 

When  I  look  up,  college  students 
are  playing  in  punk  bands. 

A  poster  shows  them 

surly-lipped,  thin-tied  , 

their  hands  shoved 

into  thrift  store  pants  pockets, 

their  backs  lounging 

against  a  brick  wall, 

collaborating  on  a  publication: 

PANA-MA 

a  collage  of  newspaper  letters 

(ransom  notes  for  our  futures) 

including  map  flags  that  pinpoint 

how  utility  companies 

own  all  of  California 

and  are  in  league  with  the  schools, 

the  hospitals,  the  factories. 

The  bell  rings. 

We  file  out  to  our  lunch  bags, 
packed  with  sandwiches, 
hoarded  under  desks 
and  longed  for 
the  night  before. 


Donna  Carpenter 


in  the  old  pictures  grandfather  was  a  handsome  man. 
he  was  lean  and  straight,  smoked  cigarettes; 
killed  germans  in  the  war. 

after  the  operation  he  was  ruined  by  his  face 

and  aged  gracelessly  in  two  rooms. 

he  rarely  went  out-  they  stare  goddamn  it!- 

instead  shuffled  from  room  to  room 

in  spotted  union  suits 

dribbling  dialogue  and 

swatting  flies  with  his  rolled-up  newspaper, 

inept  at  the  art  of  living  alone. 

occasionally  at  dawn  unable  to  sleep 

he  would  peer  through  stale  curtains 

with  tired  binoculars 

at  the  clean  damp  field, 

the  sweet  ragged  grass, 

and  dandelions  big  as  my  head 

bird  wing  spread /insect  prey 

once,  during  an  ordinary  baseball  game, 

angrier  than  ever  before, 

he  tore  off  his  glasses 

and  his  eyebrows  flew  out  the  window; 

he  motioned  me  to  get  them. 

i  ran  outside,  was  instantly  submerged. 

i  failed,  i  didn’t  return  for  years, 
i  came  back  once  to  see  him  lain  in  a  box 
half-open,  his  skin  pink  and  plastic, 
when  i  dreamt  about  him  the  field 
was  shorn  and  filled  with  the  mild  dry  sounds 
of  old  men  talking  only  of  baseball. 


in  the  field  soft  pink  forms  of  young  boys 

lay  bent  like  paint  on  the  green  grass. 

the  sun  melted  their  gummy  flesh  and  filled  the  air 

with  thick  milky  particles  that  sucked  at  my  skin  and  soaked 

up  the  light  like  a  new  moon,  soaked  up  my  sight 

until  i  was  as  motionless  as  the  young  boys  on  the  grass. 

i  could  not  move  to  join  my  brother  who  was  huddled  against 

a  distant  brick  wall,  protecting  himself  with  a  towel. 


HEMLOCK  (Newspaper  Poem) 


about  eight  years  later, 
in  the  frontroom, 
leaking  quickly  away 
down  the  road  and  into 
one  of  her  pigs, 

she  made  an  effort  to  tell  the  driver 

that  his  cargo  of  overcast  sky  had  been  spilled 

reasons:  unknown 

grossly  swollen, 
this  cargo  had  slowed 
to  go  along  the  road  west 
toward  various  odors 
and  wind  conditions  and 

obsessed  with  proving  its  point 
can  be  traced 

to  one  of  the  shoe  box  villages 
where  a  good  majority 
of  her  pigs 
commit  suicide. 


* 


Mother  and  I  fight  about  god. 
the  couch  is  dirty, 
it  is  raining. 

Insects  flail  at  the  window- 
snails  wait  patiently  on  the  front  steps; 
the  unrulier  worms  crawl  under  the  door. 
Mother  picks  one  up,  thinking  it  a  twig. 

He  comes  home  in  his  long  raincoat; 
the  dog  attacks  him. 

He  shoots;  the  dog’s  head 
rolls  off,  and  grinning, 
nudges  at  my  toes. 

’’feed  the  dog,”  They  say. 
i  get  him  a  can  of  alpo. 

Mother  begins  pulling  ticks  off  the  wall. 


:fc  *  * 


LOTTERY  POEMS 


1. 

narrow  sweaty  legs  roam  loose 
through  stomachs 

cored  under  the  direction  and  error 
of  the  media 

lunching  on  nerves 


2. 

dream,  grandmother 
of  broken  milk  threads, 
kindly  steamed  seals 
and  standard  sick  margins, 
chronic  repellants 
hammer  into  thick  dreams. 

they  weigh  those  dreams  like  milk: 
a  basis. 
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we  come 
to  the  field 

for  night 

bats  tendrils 
beasts  in  the  ground 
rise  up 
curved  forms 
bump  like  moored  boats 

we  stain  the  field 
with  our  presence 
we  search  for  iris 

just  time  enough 

to  work  our  fingers  deep 

into  the  soil 

and  wander  hands  filled 

back  to  the  city 

where 

raw  dirty  fingers 

reach  to  turn  off  the  switch 

but  cannot  stop  dawn 

i  have  dreams 

of  the  three  graces 
in  gold  and  purple  robes 
holding  paper  towels 

of  a  bus  shelter 

filled  with  leering  plastic  radios 
floating  in  tubfuls  of  bathwater 
bad tempered  waiting 

of  you 

devoid  of  speech 
hands 

face 

head 

dropping  body  parts 
as  you  walk  towards  me 
always  miles  away 


i  have  twelve  lives 
i  use  one  of  them 
to  weave  a  pouch 
that  will  protect  you 

inside:  a  knotted  doll 

an  empty  walnut  shell 
a  small  brass  bell 

you  stalk  mid-western  grocery  stores 
jingling  suspiciously: 
i  do  not  believe  in  your  return 

go  to  where  it  is  desolate 
crouch  to  pray  do  not  get  up 
if  you  do  return 

your  beard  seared  off 
smelling  of  sulphur  and  drought 

travel  light/ 

without  sound 

in  desert  towns 

they  sell  homed  skulls: 

do  not  buy 

mine 


Debbie  Nadolney 


PETER  PAN  PUNK 


Veneered  in  timeless  green  armor, red  plume 
on  felted  cap,  the  godless  Jewish  punk  kneels 
by  her  bedside,  praying  for  transformation. 

And  each  morning,  in  anticipation  of  her  new 
fate,  she  peeks  under  the  covers,  still  not 
a  boy,  and  wonders  what  she’s  done  wrong  to 
prevent  this  validation  from  taking  place. 


2/18/80 


NUMB 

(taken  from  a  dream) 

1 

I  didn’t  feel  any  emotion  on  Tuesday 

I  said,  and  thought 

what’s  so  strange  about  that? 

I’m  sure  you’ve  done  wierder  things  while  sitting  by 

an  elevator 

eating  red  rice.  People  in  the  Soviet  Union 

are  dropping  off  walls.  Their  faces  collapse  into  grass. 

I  collapse  to  the  floor 

worried  at  the  thought  of  not  wearing  underwear. 

2 

In  the  doctor's  room  she  hands  me  a  jock  strap 
and  a  fruit  of  the  loom  hr a, 

I  believe  she  wanted  a  man... 


3 

I  was  eating  when  a  solicitor  came  by  and  asked 

if  I  were  registered  to  vote.  I  nodded 

and  continued  to  chew.  He  told  me’ how  important  it  was 

to  vote, 

and  to  make  sure  I  did  it  the  ’’Right"  way. 

I  smiled  at  him 

but  the  red  rice  came  right  through  my  teeth. 


3/24/80 


Shari  Kadison 


You  adorned  your  room  with  my  face. 

My  primitive  and  cliched  art, 

My  postcards  (avant-garde) 

Token  payments  framed  on  the  wall  — 

Where  nothing  moved,  not  even  dust. 

After  the  first  long  absence 
I  circle  back  to  meet  you — 

In  this  suburban  shrine,  isolate  — 

With  paint  chipping  off  the  baby  portrait, 

The  papers  curling  from  the  mat. 

I  look  in  your  closet,  your  corrugated  boxes 
Folded  flat  under  the  weight  of  shoes. 

My  letters  attracting  balls  of  cat  hair. 

You  move  to  take  down  the  animal  pictures. 

The  black  and  white  patterned  roses. 

You  have  to  remove  the  traces. 

You  have  to  paint  over 

Their  clean  rectangular  stains. 

You  have  to  forgive  yourself. 

You  have  to  remember 

How  deadly  the  indifference  of  dust. 

* 


3/80 


NEWSPAPER  POEM 


pieces  new  and  old 

borrowed  and  blue, 

a  few  tossoffs 

banged  out  for  the  odd  buck 

uncol lected  ,  thi s  rare  bird, 
native  oddity 

tucked  away  in  obscure  magazines, 

a  little  universe,  a  vision, 

the  land  between 

constant  eruptions. 

every  stone  recast 

in  hardened  lava-- 

a  kind  of  monument, 

this  imposing  object  of  art, 

steady  and  whole- 

as  1  lay  dying. 

spotted  horses ,moonl ight , 
invisible  girl-flesh, 
further  evidence¬ 
recycling  every  drawer, 
every  folder  open, 
fixing  the  wondrous  flux, 
reconstitutions  spilling  in 
Tallahatchie  rivers-- 
tucked  away  in  obscure  magazines: 
aching  and  catalogued. 

•k  ±  ^ 


1/80 


MINIMAL  BLUE 


the  room  fills 
minimal  blue 
steaming  open 
greened  plexiglass 


with  people 
on  their  backs 
the  middle 

the  flesh  separating 


one  living  room  to  the  next 
identical  and  filled 

with  cheeses  with  cocktails 

looking  for  an  exit  slated  steps 

for  some  grecian  garden 
spiraling  down  in  a  shallow  pool 

filled  with  bodies  propped  back 

on  their  elbows  necks  turned  up 

to  the  moon  eyes  shut 

looking  for  an  exit 
in  the  urban  arena 

cutting  through  the  back  lots 

to  the  dim  bar  saturated 

where  you  go  in 

the  air  filled  with  excuses 

with  everyone  becoming  the  same  color 
a  woman  with  short  hair  walks  over 
falls  into  your  beer 

asks  you  something  to  make  you  smile 

it  works  you  laugh 

she  turns  her  long  green  trench  coat 

filled  with  air  some  memory 

smelling  like  your  sheets 


it:k:k 


1/20/80 


We  are  the  pepper  people, 
happy  in  projection. 


In  red  and  green, 
wet  mouthfuls. 


we  trap  the  dragon  bone, 
the  ship  hulls  and  brine. 


Our  stone  stories  round  under  surf, 
under  tongue  at  feast  time. 


Hot  in  retrospect: 

the  memory  of  the  day  that  came  before. 


(call  an  ace  an  ace! 
a  dragon  by  her  tale.) 


it  it  it 


N.Y.  SUBWAY 


on  a  train  to  New  York 

at  the  second  to  last  stop 

the  conductor  says:  CHANGE  HERE! 

you  stand  by  the  tracks 

with  two  bags 

and  a  broken  front  tooth 

reaching- in  your  pocket, 

finding  your  hand  in  someone  else^s  pocket, 
looking  for  a  cigarette 
and  pulling  out  a  wallet 

your  mouth  is  dry/  you  try  to  apologize 
but  your  knees  buckle  from  behind: 
the  weakness  eats  you  whole. 

a  train  comes/  a  red  streak 
down  the  gray-tiled  wall-- 
three  people  get  off, 
three  people  get  on, 
you  sit  in  front 

masked  in  plaster  and  black  wire. 

the  man  across  from  you  is  staring, 
the  woman  next  to  him  leans  forward, 
you’re  about  to  scream 

you  stain  your  pants  as  the  conductor  walks  by. 

he  says:  LAST  STOP 

and  you  walk  out  mumbling 

"don’t  touch  me/just  nobody  ^.tter  toi  ch  me 
don’  touv.  me/just  ncb'dy  bette  :ou  :h  ^  : 

-  o.n  ’  t  ou*'’^  mo 
just  nobc 
b‘.  ^er 


*  *  * 


2/80 


Paul  Cercone 


IN  MY  DREAMS  I’M  A  WORLD  SERIES  HERO 


perched  in  this  cherry  tree 
there  is  no  Cuban  missile  crisis 
no  Jung 
no  Freud 
no  Church 

only  the  fence  below 

along  ol’  Neman’s  yard 

where  I  balance  my  way 

into  the  heaven  of  my  sister’s  bikini 

spread  full  and  oiled  across  the  lawn 

fueling  the  meteor  inside  me. 

no  one  whispers-- 
even  feels  such  things; 
the  Catholic  Church  has  accepted 
the  glorious  burden  of  crucifying 
everybody:  women  and  children  first 
Italian  immigrants 
twice  and  upside  down¬ 
like  Grandpa’s  chickens  with  their  heads 
chopped  off 

running  circles  of  blood 

into  Sunday  afternoon 

when  gladiator  t.v.  football 

strengthened  me  for  the  pilgrimage 

up  and  into  the  white -wrapped 

hidden  treasure  of  Sister  Anthony 

and  hot-lipsticked  high  heels 

across  the  hall, 

where  I  pledged  allegiance 

those  sharp  rising  nylon  legs 

each  and  every 

sweet  and  innocent 

American  morning:  I  was  learning 

the  discipline  of  love. 


*  *  * 


2/80 


Maureen  Hrul 


NEWSPAPER  POEM 


Flying  the  not  always  skies 
Of  the  commercial  airlines-- 
A  six  and  one -half  hour  trip 
And  a  change  of  planes 
In  Chicago - 

Dragging  a  mammoth  brown  suitcase 
Through  airports 

That  make  this  the  only  way  to  go-- 

Com for table  enough 

If  it  contains  a  lavatory- - 

"Yeah,  but  we  don^t  tell  the  passengers _ 

The  corporate  executive  jet  sets. 

On  the  other  hand. 

Live  a  different  story: 

Wives  fill  in 
The  empty  seats. 

It’s  not  always  easy 

For  strangers  to  get  inside; 

The  gray  flannel  fleet 
Demands  privacy  and  comfort. 

Rolls  Royce  engines 
IVhisk  executives 
Through  the  air -anywhere 
On  thick  gold  carpeting. 

Plush  orange  and  beige  seats. 

Altitudes  higher 
Speeds  faster 
Reading  strictly 
Fortune  and  Dun’s  Review. 

(offerings  at  the  bar) 

There  is  even  a  supply 
Of  Pepperidge  Farm  Goldfish  Crackers 
Tucked  inside 

The  custom-built  cabinets. 

It  does  pay 
The  Corporate  Way. 


CHILDHOOD  POEM 


Lying  in  the  vast  expanse 

Of  tall  unkept  grass  behind  my  house, 

I  was  sure  no  one  could  see  me. 

The  meadow  seemed  immense. 

I  would  watch  for  hours 

As  Queen  Anne^s  Lace  nodded  approval, 

Delicate  as  snowflakes  that  land  on  your  hand 
But  come  apart  when  you  touch  them. 

Battleship  clouds  chased  and  mated 

Against  a  luminescent  blue  backdrop 

As  I  sucked  silently  on  a  blade  of  grass 

And  forgot  why  I  sat  crying  at  the  top  of  the  stairs 

Where  smooth  knotty  pine  railing  cradled  me 

From  jagged  red  voices  that  pushed  and  pulled  at  me 

Relentlessly,  like  waves  of  an  angry  sea. 

Seeped  through  cracks  in  the  walls- - 
Making  me  smaller  and  smaller. 

In  the  midday  sun,  the  grass  felt  like  a  warm  bath  tub 
Letting  the  water  take  seme  of  the  weight  away. 


:ki:± 


ROSE  BOUDREAU 


Rose  Boudreau  lives  in  four  little  scrapbooks. 

Her  mother  started  one  when  she  was  just  five 
and  the  darling  of  her  dancing  school. 

Another  was  bom  when  Paul,  her  husband,  was 

in  the  War 

and  sent  home  pictures  and  stories  of  life 

at  the  front. 

She  has  one  for  each  of  her  children: 

Paul -Junior,  Michael  and  Beth, 

who  smile  at  her  through  glass  frames 

that  hang  on  graying  walls. 

She’s  only  seen  her  granddaughters  twice. 

The  young  girl  with  flowing  blonde  hair 
that  comes  to  the  florist  shop  weekly  to  buy 
her  mother  a  rose  reminds  her  of  the  youngest. 

Rose  works  at  the  florist’s  every  morning. 

She  waters  plants,  arranges  wedding -party  flowers, 
and  always  makes  the  bouquets  as  if  they  were  her 

own. 

Her  husband  used  to  bring  her  flowers  for  the  two 
cracked  blue  vases  that  sit  on  the  mantle  above 
the  space-heater  that  tries  to  keep  her  apartment  warm. 
They  were  wedding  presents  from  Uncle  Arthur. 

When  the  ship  with  the  clock  in  its  belly  chimes  six;. 
Rose  takes  her  steaming  TV  dinner  to  the  drop-leaf 

table 

she  and  Paul  bought  for  their  first  apartment 
and  pours  the  cat  a  saucer  of  milk 
to  go  with  his  9-lives  Tuna  and  Egg. 

Alone  with  the  cat ,  the  soap  opera  stars , 

and  Mrs.  Dwyer,  who  comes  over  every  Tuesday  and 

Thursday 

to  play  backgammon  and  gossip. 

Rose  collects  scraps  of  other  peoples’  lives. 

(Mrs.  Dwyer  hates  the  cat) 


Sometimes ,  late  at  night ,  Rose  reads  to  the  cat 
or  shows  it  snapshots  of  the  kids,  of  picnicking  at 

the  beach, 

and  of  the  old  battered  Buick  with  the  top  down. 

Sometimes 

she  can  even  smell  the  chicken  in  the  wicker  basket- - 
her  special  recipe--  and  the  still  warm  brownies 
under  the  red -checked  tablecloth. 

The  turning  pages  static  like  the  radio 

that  played  all  the  way  to  the  beach 

and  she  hears  Paulas  full  baritone  leading 

the  children's  cracking  tenor/sopranos  in  never-ending 

choruses  of  ”99  Bottles  of  Beer  on  the  Wall” 

until  the  stacatto  drip -drip  of  the  faucet  Paul 

never  fixed 

shatters  the  rhythm  of  their  discordant  chant. 

The  cat  purrs,  snuggled  in  Paulas  favorite  chair. 

Rose  wraps  herself  in  the  thread -bare  quilt 
she  made  for  him  before  the  cancer  abducted  him 
and  falls  asleep  watching  the  late-night  rerun 
of  'The  Longest  Day”. 


Mary  Rotchford 


ALREADY  ON  THE  ROOF 


Already  on  the  roof,  I  leaped 
to  where  lightning  had  struck 
off  the  center  branch  of  the  pine  tree. 

Bending  the  youngest  of  six  boughs, 

I  swayed  the  tree  from  side  to  side, 
showering  pinecones  on  the  boys  below 
while  the  wind  blew  cold  and  fresh 
with  the  smell  of  salt. 

I  kept  a  look-out  for  Mihti 
knowing  that  if  she  caught  me 
she’d  clout  me  for  the  tenth  time 
swearing  that  I’d  break  my  neck. 

Robbie  and  Eddie  climbed  up 
and  lounged  and  laughed 
on  the  branches  below 
until  their  bums  fell  asleep 
and  they  climbed  down 
calling  me  a  girl 
because  I  wouldn’t  come  down 
to  watch  superman 
on  their  color  T.V. 

IVhen  they  had  gone 
things  were  quiet 
and  I  listened  to  the  birds 
sounding  in  the  sea  air. 

For  a  whole  hour  ^ 
while  the  sun  sank, 

I’d  stay 

looking  out  past  the  fire  tower, 
wondering  what  things  were  like 
beyond  the  West  End. 


3/23/80 


NEWSPAPER  POEM 


After  twenty-one  years 
of  sudden  bitter  conflicts 
she  is  still  dying 
in  the  holy  city  of  Gone. 

Dis -associating 
her-Self , 

in  a  massive  display  of  retreat 
she  made  an  effort, 
an  attempt, 

to  gain  protective  control. 
Under  seige, 

she  gave  no  immediate  response. 


*  :S: 
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Leo  Wiegman 


aiARACTER  ONE  (VERBATIM) 


as  the  torso  coils  jazz 
under  shadows  in  the  park 
the  white  refrigerator  defends 
3  loaves  of  oatmeal  bread, 
a  pound  of  Italian  coldcuts, 
milk,  mustard,  some  margarine  and 
the  leftover  roast 

from  colorful  rot  on  her  frigid  wires; 
but  bananas  of  sandwiches  do  me  fine 
when  I ’m  hungry  because 
a  roast  costs  3%  hours  of  factory  time, 
a  treat  for  Sundays,  perhaps,  after 
FICA  Medicare  Federal  and  State  W/T 
(and  Pve  got  a  good  job: 

5  or  10  hours  overtime  every  week) 


I  am  the  famished  Spartan, 

very  disciplined  in  adapting  to  the  SALE  OF  THE  WEEK- 

always  shopping  the  same  aisle 

under  the  bloated  mirrors, buying 

3  overripe  pounds  of  wax  beans  for  59(^:, 

because  I  am  the  eat -anything -pirate: 

if  you  lend  me  your  car 

I  could  save  at  Heartland's  in  Malden; 

if  you  lend  me  a  twenty 

I  could  splurge  at  Natural  Food  Works 

(Bus  #  77  from  the  Square,  I  think) ; 

but  why  not  just  heat 

a  can  of  peas , sprinkle  on 

onion  powder,  oregano  and 

slide  it  all  down  with  margarine, 

why  bother  with  an  expensive  caloric  ice  cream? 

if  my  meat  and  potato  friends  dub  me  Sir  Uncul inary 

I'll  finish  their  sundaes  with  a  greedy  spoon-- 


didn’t  I  mention  a  floutist? 
one 

who  devours  mosquitoes,  diesel  vapor. 

Little  League  dust  and  more  for  a  single  quarter  note- 
whose  jazzing  eyes  share  the  flit  of  tiny  bats 
over  the  watered  hills. 


July  ’80 


NEWSPAPER  POEM 

-from  an  arts  review 
in  the  Boston  Globe 


on  a  slightly  raised  platform 

a  screeching  hymn 

is  both  a  conceit  and  a  film: 

it’s  a  tortuous  relationship; 

it’s  the  secret  dream 

of  everyone  ever 

trapped 

on  one  level 


I  feel  nostalgic 

playing  a  human  being  which 

achieved  double  platinum  status. 


IN  THE  CABINET  FACTORY 

-lunch  break  at  Pompei 


gray,  statued  heads  chew  silently, 
facing  their  walled  and  dusking  courtyard: 
old  Manny,  Jose  and  carrion; 
time  circling  and  circling 
on  thin,  black  hands. 

a  city  of  thermoses 
steams  in  Portugese: 

Joe,  Tony,  Sal,  and  cigarette  ash. 

on  payday  they  cash 
their  weekly  papered  life 
into  pizza  slices 
that  bleed  warm  grease 
through  waxpaper  skin. 

Paul,  a  white  haired  owner, 
settles  onto  a  crate, 
turning  card  after  card  of 
Caesar’s  solitaire,  always  winning. 


6/23/80 


INK  OF  WORLD  IMPORTANCE 


I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

the  President  of  the  United  States, 

on  a  working  vacation, scribbles  an  outline 

for  his  national  speech 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

the  Ambassador  initials  the  dispatch 
being  rushed  back  to  Moscow  by  courier 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

the  Press  Secretary  schedules  national 
TV,  radio  and  wire  coverage 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

a  camera  crew  books 
motel  rooms 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

a  columnist  speculates 
on  IVhite  House  rumblings 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

a  reporter  rents  a  car 
at  Dulles  international  Airport 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

the  presidential  speech  writer  doodles 
on  the  fifth  draft  of  the  closing  paragraph 


I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 


the  assistant  to  the  speech  writer  underscores 
in  the  Congressional  Record  and 
Bartlett’s  Familiar  Quotations 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

the  assistant’s  spouse 
compiles  a  shopping  list 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

the  comer  grocer  raises 
next  week’s  prices 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

an  amputee  signs 

his  disabled  veteran  check 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

a  man  in  a  black  hat 
purchases  a  riflescope 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

the  President  dies 
on  the  front  page 
over  and  over  again 

I  AM  THE  INK  with  which 

one  part-time  language  teacher/poet 
circles  used  furniture  ads  instead 


27/7/80 


A  DREAM  IN  JULY 


I. 


he  crossed  Powderhouse  Boulevard’s 
double  yellow  line  to  buy 
milk  at  Kostos  Family  Food  Store 
but  a  wire  fence  barbed  the  street  between 
the  donut  shop  and  the  pink  neon  sign  for 
DOHERTY  FUNERAL  SERVICE 

navy  blue  air  glowing  with  orange  flak 

elm  leaves  dropped  with  graying  dust  and 
over  enough  time  his  parents  eroded  effortlessly, 
leaving  a  brother  here,  a  cousin  there 

he  was  hungry  and 
fantasized  a  lavish  pie: 
his  scarred  fingers  burrowing 
into  honeyed  fruit 

while  under  the  shadowed  bridge 
an  idle,  dirty  fingernail  carved 
’’war  is  a  bore”  into  crusted  earth 


II. 


brothers  Johann  and  Ulrich  were 
chauffeur  and  mechanic  to  the  Cardinal’s  Daimler 
as  the  Cardinal  toured  the  front  to  instill 
’’die  innere  Kraft  des  Volkes”and 
"esprit  de  corp” 

but  the  bowed  helmets  on  the  meadow 
wanted  immortality-  at  least  until 
their  tour  of  duty  expired  and 


young  replacements  filled  in  the  gaps 
along  the  trench  wall 

as  Johann  and  Ulrich  motored  through 
flashing  greens  and  browns 
to  the  next  meadow  or  farmyard, 
the  Cardinal  napped, 
his  head  solemnly  nodding. 

Mary,  the  woman  who  served  donuts 
crullers  and  sweet  rolls  fast-fast-fast , 
took  the  two  goggled  lads  around  back  to 
the  Magnavox  shop:  COLOR  TV’S,  like 

cartons  of  ice  cream  sherbert,  splashed 
a  frozen  memory  of  Nixon  insisting 

”I  am  not  a  Crook!" 
and  Pope  John  Paul  II 

forbidding  birth  control 
on  Boston  Common 

she  ladled  tomato  soup,  saying: 
keep  up  your  strength,  boys! 


III. 

Paul  Andrew  and  Michael  Anthony,  also  brothers, 
stepped -out  of  the  forest  to  find  a  man  (who 
could  have  been  someone’s  uncle) 
holding  an  uprooted  street  sign 

the  uncle  said: 
this  is  Columbus  Avenue, 

it’s  unsafe  entirely  infested  with  snipers 

but  the  brothers,  hunched  in  low  profile, 
sneak -stepped  along  its  edge 


IV. 


on  the  Flemish  poplared  horizon 
Johann  and  Ulrich  sailed  scarves  like  flags 
on  the  red  Daimler  wind  as  the  Cardinal 
dreamt  of  invincible  steelmen 
prowling  forward,  united 
under  his  blessed  message. 


6/7/80 


IN  THE  CABINET  FACTORY 

-radio  weather 


SAM:  74  DEGREES  AND  HAZY  SUNSHINE  FOR  THE  BOSTON  AREA, 
dew  shriveling  cabinet,  cabinet,  wooden  beams 
clammering  for  the  laquered  sky,  cabinet, 

board , 

board , 

board , 

board , 

edges 

coarse 

and 

spindling 

into 

flesh 

\diich 

rips 

open 

like 

soft 

cheese , 
sawing 

open, 

pushing 

board 

to 

blade 

pushing 

board 

through 

teeth 

Board 

blade 

sawtooth 


flesh 


TI 


10:05:  82  AND  SUNNY  OUT  ON  A  MONDAY  MORNING 

CABINET,  "sand  it  smooth  as  tit, 

A.R.  is  picky  about  that”: 
right  ^ide,  scratch,  scratch,  turn, 
left  side,  scratch, 

flip  on  back, 

rubbing  it  smooth,  smooth  flat  woman, 

flip  on  front, 

floating  dust , 
rubbing  it  fine  as  air, 

into  throat, 
into  lungs 
breathing  it, 

CABINET. 


III. 


11:30  UPDATE:  89  DEGREES  WITH  HAZY  SUNSHINE, 
AIR  QUALITY  DOWN  TODAY, 

NO  SEA  BREEZE, 


’’spray  black”: 
top  black 
front  black 
side  black 
back  black 
touch ‘ up 
touch  up 


laquered  forehead 
laquered  nostrils 
laquered  cheek 
laquered  handkerchief 
laquered  eyebrow 
laquered 


behind  my  cotton  mask 
black  clumps  of  snot  shrivel, 
smelling  like  the  sour  harbor. 


IV 


12  NOON:  93,  CONTINUED  HOT  AND  HAZY  TO 
men  90  ^SNORAINTHISEVENINC, 
smoldering  in  my  hangnail 
paint  thinner  fuse,  fuck  those 
smooth  black  boxes: 
the  dry  spit  of  habit,  spit  it 
OUT,  CAB-I-NET 

CABCAB  NETNET 

II  II 

II  II 

m  e 

mill  Him 

CABINET 
I  I 

I  I 

me 

IIIIIII 


V 

5:30:  MIERE  IS  FIVE -THIRTY? 


Ingrid  Sell 


PRENDNITION 


I  dream  that  I  am  Joan  of  Arc 
but  awake 

to  the  white  knight 
on  the  mare 

of  the  necrophiliac  prince 

the  hallucination  focuses: 
he  is  a  sweet- faced  pubescent  dirty  old  man 
spinning  a  yam; 
my  stomach  knots 
at  the  army  dis¬ 
charged  in  his  patriot  breath. 

He  awards  me  with  ribald  laurels 

a  thorn  crown 

bleeding 

"hysteric" 

in  my  miss  america  straight -jacket  armour 

an  amber  beacon 
melting  into  chain- link 
coins  that  pay  the  stakes 
for  the  next  madonna. 


2/80 


FALLOUT 


In  the  eye  of  the  storm, 

a  laserbeam  breaks,  gells 

into  a  sluggish  blade  that  carves 

riverbeds  in  the  flesh 

of  the  mountain.  We  ripen 

in  the  valley,  a  strange  beauty  curled  up 

between  us:  the  soft  early  mist 

of  emotional  fallout. 

We  never  dared  to  name  the  animal 
that  brought  us  together. 

A  fluid  beast,  she  wore  our  skin 
over  thin  argon  veins, 
our  invisible  desires  that 
burned  holes  in  our  instincts. 

Naked  and  wet,  we  fuse  together, 
wordless ,motionless 

in  a  trickle  of  dry  crumbling  granite. 

We  were  prepared  for  everything, 

but  this:  the  moment  before  a  dull  knife 

slices  overripe  fruit. 


beneath  peeling  paint 

somtimes  i  feel  that  i  will  burst 
out  of  these  narrow  walls; 
what  few  comforts  i  seek 
seem  too  much 


to  contain  in  labelled  jars, 
if  i  could  spread  out 
like  spilled  liquid 


i’d  soak  into  the  sun  on  the  floor 

and  dry  quietly 

leaving 

only  a  soft  ripple 
in  bitter  wood. 


:k 


6/3/80 


Esther  Barath 


A  FARMERS S  DREAMS 

(from  a  New  York  Times 
article-  8/7/79) 


Four  years  after  the  distribution 
of  contaminated  livestock  feed 
to  Michigan  farmers, 

health  of  people  and  animals 
affected, 


a  farmer  has  two 
recurrent  dreams: 

a  government  agent 
walks  up  to  his  house 
and  hands  him  a  check 
for  a  million  dollars; 

a  government  agent 
comes  to  the  door; 
the  farmer  blows  his  head  off. 


The  early  reaction  by  the  state, 

remember , 

was  that  nothing  was  wrong. 


THE  GREEN  WOWJ 


The  woman  had  a  pale  green  bruise  on  her  forehead. 
she  said:  The  house  is  not  finished, full  of 


holes.  Do  you  want  something  to  eat? 

I  don*t  have  any  plates. 

Do  you  want  something  to  eat? 

Here^s  a  jar  of  marijuana. 

There *s  room  upstairs.  I  want 
my  husband  to  meet  you. 

Let  me  call  him  on  the  phone. 

1^11  send  the  model  home; 

she*s  waiting  in  the  living 

room.  Married  life’s  not  so  great. 

we  said:  We  have  to  be  somewhere 
in  2  hours. 

We  have  to  be  in 
Colorado  by  4. 

We  have  to  be  in  Ohio 
by  8. 

We  have  to  be  in 
Massachusetts  by  Monday. 

she  said: 

Remember  Arnold’s  party? 

He  thought  he  was  in  heaven, 
everyone  in  white.  And  when 

Jim  died  you  fried  an  egg 

for  me,  such  a  sweet  thing  to  do. 

he  said 

to  her: 

You’re  right 
about  everything. 

she  said: 

I  won  first  prize  at  the  Rhinebeck 

Fair,  sold  100  prints  in  Mexico; 

10  gas  stations  in  New  Hampshire 
are  exhibiting  my  work  next  week. 

we  said: 


We  were  in  Las  Vegas 
by  1. 

We  were  in  the  desert 
by  3. 

We  were  in  the  mountains 
by  8. 

We  saw  the  missiles 
at  noon. 

she  said  Are  you  two  serious  about 
to  me:  each  other?  He^s  a  very 

stable  person.  You  don't 
want  someone  wild  and 
adventurous . 

Reliability  is  better. 

I  said:  I  want  an  equal  relationship. 

she  said:  Look  at  that  cat.  She  has  her 

leg  in  a  cast,  shot  by  a 
neighbor . 

I  said  I  have  to  use 

to  her:  your  bathroom. 

she  said  Tell  me  more.  I  haven't 
to  him:  Seen  anyone  in  a  long  time. 


he 

said 

What's  the  matter 

to 

me: 

with  you? 

I  said 

My  zipper  is  broken. 

to 

him: 

Living  in  a  house 

is  unnatural. 

he 

said 

You're  wrong 

to 

me : 

about  that. 

she  said:  One  egg  scrambled, 

Tvvo  coffees. 

One  with  cream,  no  sugar. 

I  said  I  have  food  poisoning, 
to  him:  Why  is  she  kissing  you? 
It’s  only  3  hours 
before  breakfast. 


she  said  Do  they  still 

to  us:  fight? 


he  said:  Antelopes  and  ice, 

highways  and  baby food, 
pensions , 
dense  Republicans 
and  knives. 


we  said  Monday  we  will  be 

to  her:  serious. 

In  5  years  we  will  be 
successful . 

In  10  years  one  of  us 
will  be  dead. 

In  20  years  we  will  be 
in  California. 

This  fruit  fly  is 
Alan  Watts. 


I  said:  Damp, 


THE  LONGEST  WORD 


methiony Iglutaminylarginylty ro¬ 
sy  Iglutamylsery  11  eucylphenyial- 
anylal anylgl utaminylloucyl 1 ysyl - 

glutamy larginyllysy glutamyl - 

glycylalanyl phenyl alanyval yl - 

prolyl pheny lalany ly  aly 1 threonyl- 

leucylglycylaspartylprolyglycy- 

lisoleucylglutamylglutaminyl- 

serylleucyllysylisoleucylaspar- 

tylthreonylleucylisoleucylglu- 

tamylalanylglycylalanylaspartyl- 

alanylleucylglutamylleucylgly- 

cylisoleucylprolyphenylalanyl- 

serylaspartylprilylleucylalanyl- 

aspartylglycyprolylthreonyliso- 

leucylgutaminylasparaginylal- 

phenylalanylalanylalanylglycyl- 

valythronylprolylalanylglu- 

taminylcysteinylphenylalanyl- 

glutalmylmethionylleucyalanyl- 

leucylisoleucyJarginylglutam- 

inyllysylhistidylprolylthreonyl- 

isoleucylprolylisoleucylglycyl- 

leucylleucylmethionyltyrosyla- 

lanylasparaginylleucylvalyl- 

phenylalanylasparaginyllysyl- 

glycylisoleucylasparylglutam- 

y Ipheny lalany Ity rosy lalany Iglu- 

taminylcysteinylglutamyllysyl - 

valylglycylvalylaspartylserylval 

ylleucylvalylglutaminylglutamyl- 

prolylvalylglutaminylglutamyl- 

serylalanylprolylphenylalanylar- 

ginylglutaminylalanylalanylleu- 

cylarginylhistidylasparaginyl- 

valylalanylprolylisoleucylphen- 

y lalany lisoleucy Icy steinylprolyl 

prolylaspartylalanylaspartylas- 

partylaspartylleucylleucylargin- 

ylglutaminy lisoleucy lalany Iser- 

yl tyrosylglycylarginyglycyl tyro- 

sy Ithrony Ity  rosy lleucy 1 leucy 1- 

threonyl gl uculalanyglutamylas- 

paraginylarginylalnylalanylleu- 

cy Iprolyl leucy lasparaginylhi St i- 


dylleucylvalylalanyllysylleucyl- 

lysylgl utamyltyrosylaspara- 

ginylalanylalanylprolylprolylleu- 

cyl glutaminnyl gl ycyl phenylalan- 

ylgylcylisoleuaylserylalanylpro- 

lylaspartylglutaminylvalyllysyl- 

alanylalanyllsoleucylaspartylal- 

anyglycylalanylalanyglycyla- 

lanylisoleucylglutamylyglutaminylhis- 

tidylasparaginylisleucylglu- 

tamylprolygluyamyllysylmeth- 

ionylleucylalanylalanylleucylly- 

sy Ivaly Ipheny lalany Ivaly Iglu- 

taminylprolymethinyllysylal- 

nylalanyl threonylarginylserine 

-the  chemical  name  for  trypto¬ 
phan  synthetase  A  protein,  a 
1,913-letter  enzyme  with  267 
amino  acids. 


"Makes  antidisecestablishmentarianism 
look  like  a  milk-fed  puppy." 

-The  Wombat 
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